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hello friends 


Author's Notes: 
crazy JohmyxSimon scene with implied RobertxSimon and Mozxdohnny 


Johnny quickly scampered out of the grocery store. It was a bright sunny day, and he had just finished putting 
up signs for his lost bicycle. It had been stolen the previous night, and with Morrissey's controlling eco-friendly 
habits, a car was just not an option. 

He reluctantly walked back over to Morrissey, who was standing on the sidewalk clearly annoyed. 

"Is been three fucking hours, Johnny, let's just go back to the house already." 

Johnny quietly sighed in response. He desperately wanted to ask every person he came across if they took his 
bike, but knew better than to argue. 


As they were walking, two very interesting men were headed in their direction Johnny couldn't help but ask, 
"HAVE YOU SEEN A RED BICYCLE?" 

The one on the left simply glared at Moz, not paying attention to Johnny's pleas. The man was about Johnny's 
height, chubbier, with long black teased hair. He had some questionable red lipstick and a fair amount of 


eyeliner. who was this clown? The other man, however, was much better looking. His hair was much more 
poofy, yet he somehow appealed to Johnny. His features weren't as prominent as the other boy's. Morrissey 
soon broke Johnny's concentration, 

"ROBERT SMITH I'LL KILL YOU" he screamed. 

Robert laughed and responded with some witty comeback, and the two went off for a minute or so. Johnny 
suddenly remembered who Robert was, Morrissey and he had been in a bit of a pissing contest a while back. 
The memory was hazy, but there nonetheless. Johnny stepped over to the other boy, admiring his charming 
features. 

"Hi, Im Johnny and | lost me bicycle, its really important to me. Its red and black. have you seen it?" 

The man thought for a second and replied, 

"Ah, yes | believe so. My name's Simon, we know who you both are." Johnny was distracted by Robert and 
Morrissey, still going at it. 

"Hey, uh, Johnny, | think I've seen your bike. Listen, we've should probably go but I'll give you my uh number. 
call me sometime." 

Simon quickly scribbled his number down on a bandana that had been tied loosely around his wrist, and gave it 
to Johnny. Morrissey grabbed Johnny and mumbled, 

"ve had enough of these fascist pricks lets fucking go." 

The duo's walked their separate ways, although Robert mumbled something quietly about Moz, and the two's 
laughter drifted off. 


Later that night Johnny was wide awake in his room. He thought about calling Simon, but something seemed off 
about the encounter. Had Simon really seen his bike, or was it simply an excuse to hookup? Somehow Johnny 
didn't care which. Although he was with Morrissey, he was somehow unsatisfied Moz had been drinking a lot 
lately and- oh what the hell. Johnny decided to call Simon He studied the bandana the number was written on, 
it was red and worn, slightly dirty. He rang up the number. The phone rang once 

twice 

a third time 

"Hello?" a familiar voice answered. 

"S-simon? Its Johnny.” 

"You looked so cute today." Si trailed off. 

Johnny froze for a bit. Him? Cute? What? They were utter strangers a little bit ago! 

"W-well um thanks! But really | just want my bike and l-" 

"| know where it is!" Simon exclaimed, "Maybe we can meet up tomorrow? My hotel room maybe? I'm only 
going to be in town for a couple more days." 

Johnny wasn't thinking when he 

answered, "Yes that's perfect! Ah, my bike. who took it?" 

‘Its a long story, I'll explain.. tomorrow, maybe? At 3:00? l'm at the Midland Hotel, room b. Goodnight Johnny.” 
With that, the call ended. The uneasy feeling arose once more, but he quickly brushed it off as excitement. 
Simon sure was attractive. The thought of a new lover was exciting. Johnny wondered if Simon felt this way, 


too. He must, after what he said But how to explain this to Morrissey? 


‘lm going out. Don't worry about me, I'll be back in a few hours." 


Morrissey stared at Johnny, 


"Going where, exactly?" 

Johnny looked at the ground while speaking, "To find my fucking bike, you wanker. Or maybe you could just buy 
me a new one." 

Morrissey's face turned red as he screamed, 

"Does it look like l'm made of 

money?! Fine, Johnny, go find your fucking bike." 

And with that, Johnny was out the door. 


Johnny continuously thought about Simon as he walked to the hotel. What was going to happen? Would he still 
be as attractive as yesterday? His mind raced as he approached the hotel. He readjusted his shades, as he 
scanned the building for room 6. 

He spotted it as the first room on the second floor. A rush of nerves came over him as he climbed the 
stairs. What if Simon isn't there? He took a deep breath as he knocked on the door. It opened almost 
immediately. There in all his glory, stood Simon. His hair was messy, his long white tank top was loose, he was 
wearing tight black jeans, and black boots. He looked just as attractive (if not more) than yesterday. 


"Come in, mate." said Simon as he led Johnny into the room. 


The room itself was somewhat messy, and smelt of cigarette smoke and lightly of booze. Unsure of what to 
say, Johnny asked, 

"So uh, my bike?" 

Simon smiled a charming smile at him. 

"Ah, yes. You see, a friend of mine is a big fan of yours and saw the chance and took it. | called him up this 
morning, but he didn't answer. He should call back soon, though." 

"Oh. | see." 

replied Johnny, although he was unsure of what that meant. 

"Johnny that's not why | wanted you over here. You see, | haven't stopped thinking about you since yesterday, 
and | just wanted to know how you felt?" 

Johnny instantly turned a shade of red, and looked down at the floor. How DID he feel? 

"Simon, |, | uh." He didn't know what to say. 

"Johnny its alright, you can go if you wish." Si sat down on the bed. 

Johnny froze. He didn't want to leave. In fact he found himself wanting to kiss this strange man he had hardly 
known. He sat down on the bed next to Simon and said, 

"| don't know what | feel, |-" 

His words were interrupted by Simon's soft lips being pressed against his. Johnny's eyes widened, but soon 
closed as he returned the kiss. Simon climbed on top of him, without breaking the contact, except to say, 

"Tell me if you want to stop." 

Johnny replied by kissing him again, harder. Simon pulled back and started removing his shirt, tossing it to the 
floor. Johnny stared at Simon's pale chest. Wait what the hell was going on? Was this really happening? 
Suddenly Simon kissed him again, slipping his tongue into Johnny's mouth. He slipped his hand down Johnny's 
body, stopping at his crotch. He ran his hand over Johnny's growing erection, causing a surprised gasp from 
him. Simon slowly unzipped Johnny's trousers. He slipped down to his knees in front of Johnny, and pulled down 


his trousers and boxers in one swift movement. Johnny's swollen cock was aching at this point. 


"$-Simon.." he trailed off. 


Simon smiled in response and took Johnny's length in his mouth. Humming slightly as he did, the vibrations 
causing Johnny to let out a sharp moan. 

"S-Si.." 

Simon backed his mouth away from Johnny's cock, flicking the head with his tongue as he did so. He put a hand 
around his length, and began slowly stroking while focusing his tongue on the tip of Johnny's erection 

"F-fuck Si." Johnny began slowly thrusting his hips rhythmically with Simon's strokes, which were picking up 
pace. 

Simon let his hands grasp Johnny's hips as he took his cock into his mouth once more. He bobbed his head as 
Johnny thrusted into him until he came hard into Simon's mouth, screaming as he did. Si delightfully swallowed 
every bit of Johnny's cum, and pulled up to kiss Johnny once again. 

"Fuck, Si, that was amazing." 

The phone began to ring, making them both jump. Simon got up and made his way to the phone. Johnny sat 
there silently thinking to himself. Did that really just happen? He pulled his underwear and trousers back up, 
still in shock. 

"Hm. yes." Simon said into the phone, "Definitely so. Thanks. G'bye." 

"Great news, Johnny! I've located your bike. I'll take you there now." Simon made his way into the other room, 
and quickly snatched his car keys off the table. 

"Where are we going?" Johnny asked suspiciously. 

Simon simply smiled and replied, "My friend's house, he said he has your bike.” 

And with that, Simon rushed out the door, followed by a nervously confused Johnny, 


Johnny was excited to finally be getting his bike back. But he couldn't help but wonder if Simon meant what he 
did back there. Simon was paying attention to the road cautiously as he drove. 

"Simon, |, uh. Simon I'm with Morrissey, and aren't you with Robert?" 

Simon glanced at Johnny, 

"Sure. But | couldn't help but feel something for you. J-Johnny | love you." 

Johnny stared at him. Did he really mean that? Could he love him? Morrissey had claimed on multiple 
occasions that nobody else would ever love him. 

"You mean that, Si?" Johnny didn't know if he wanted to hear the answer. 

"Of course | do, Johnny. Don't you love me?" Simon sounded slightly worried, 

"| think | love you too, yeah." Johnny flashed a smile at him. 

Simon happily sighed and pulled into the driveway of a white house. 

"This is my friend's house, he has your bike." 

Johnny's face lit up immediately, and the two got out of the car. 


Simon pounded on the door. There was no answer. He twisted the door handle and let himself in 

"Are you sure about this, Si?" 

Simon nodded as he walked into the house. 

"Your bike should be in the garage, that's what he said." Simon assured. 

Johnny looked around as he followed Simon. The house itself looked ordinary. Random knick-knacks were 
scattered about. Simon let him into the kitchen, and through a door that obviously led into the garage. 
"Should be somewhere in here." Simon said, rummaging through the piles of stuff littering the space. 


Johnny walked around looking for anything resembling his bike. There were boxes everywhere, and various 


things scattered about. 

Suddenly he came across a second room. It was dark, but he could see what looked like his bicycle! 

"Simon!" he yelled, "I found it! Its in this room!" 

He heard Simon drop some things and start to make his way towards him. Johnny stepped into the room and 
ran to his bicycle! It really was his, too. Suddenly the door slammed behind him, making him jump. 

"Simon look!" 

He turned around to see nothing but a closed door. The room had a dim lamp on in the corner, but other than 
that there was no light. 

"Simon? Simon the door is closed." Johnny trailed off as he walked to the door, releasing that it was locked. He 
frantically shook the handle. 

"S-Simon!" He screamed, "Simon let me out!" 

His mind was racing. What had he gotten himself into? He stumbled through the small room. It was relatively 
empty, but various boxes littered the tiled floor. His eyes went to a lightswitch, and he flicked the switch. A 
yellowish light brightened up the room. He noticed that the walls were littered with pictures. Upon closer 
inspection he realised he knew the man in all the pictures... 


it was him. 


Simon smiled to himself. He was happy Johnny found the room himself. He pushed boxes in front of the door. 
The room itself was sound proof, but he could tell that Johnny was pounding on the door. He walked back 
outside and got into his car. Johnny would have to wait, as Robert would start to get worried if he were gone 


any longer. 


Johnny's fists were red from pounding on the door. His throat hurt from screaming. How was he going to be 
trapped in here? "Maybe this is all a mistake." he attempted to reassure himself, "he'll come back." 

He studied the photographs more. They were almost all of him in public places. At the store, walking down the 
street. He became panicked as he looked Some of them were of inside his house. "These can't be real." he 
mumbled. He stared at the pictures and felt his face get hot. Was he going to die in here? No, no. He can't. He 
won't. This is all a dream he will wake up from soon. 

Only it isn't. He let out a scream, which turned more into a cry. He slumped to the ground. He opened one of 
the small boxes out of curiosity. It was some sort of clothing piece. A skirt, maybe. No, wait. It was a shirt. His 
shirt. Johnny stopped and stared at the red shirt. It was his.. and had been missing from him for weeks. He 
became panicked again, and frantically opened more boxes. Clothing items, silverware, combs, socks, underwear, 
all his. 

"This has to be a joke." his voice cracked as he talked, 

"A big prank on ol Johnny. haha yes.. it's a joke." 

He knew in his mind that this was all too real. Why was this happening. He looked around the room again. The 


walls were all solid. No secret exits. No escape. He leaned against the wall and began to scream. 


Robert looked up at Simon as he walked into the hotel room. 

"Where were you?" he asked calmly. 

"I had to run some errands, sorry." He flopped down onto the bed. 

"Listen, Si, | made some calls and | think we should get back home soon" Robert looked at him with his soft 
eyes. 


They had only been in Manchester to play a show, but had decided to stay a bit longer because of Simon's 
wishes, which he would never specify. Simon returned Robert's glace, 

"What's the rush?" he asked. 

Robert rolled his eyes and took a deep breath, 

“Simon we're leaving tonight, I'm done with whatever you've been doing. I've booked us a flight back to France 
and we're leaving tonight. I'm done, Si, and so are you." 

Simon became panicked. It had took him two weeks to plan everything out, and another week to act halfway 
upon his plans! He couldn't be done yet, not with Johnny still- 

Johnny. He didn't know what to say to Robert. He couldn't argue without sounding any more suspicious than he 
already did. 

"Thats alright." he replied, "when is our flight, exactly?" 

"00, Simon. A half an hour. Get fucking packed." 

Simons expression dropped. He didn't know what to do. Johnny would be stuck in the house. But there was 
nothing he could do. 


* eK 


Johnny was cold and hungry. He wondered how much longer it was until Simon would do whatever it was he 
was going to do. But he realised maybe this was what he wanted. To watch him suffer. It had felt like days 
since he'd seen him. 

Johnny Marr would never come to know what Simon had originally planned for him. He would never know much 
of anything. He sat on the floor in the room for days, weeks. Slowly drifting more and more into dehydration, 


starvation, and most of all, insanity. 


